140                              NOMAD

" I don't even know your name."

"You could find out. You could ask people here
who know me, couldn't you? Never mind. I don't
care. What proof have you got ? I will tell you. My
father has a factory between Tel Aviv and Tulkarm.
We employ only Jews. Before the war the Arabs used
to raid us. There was a hill overlooking the factory.
They would lie on this hill and fire at our men. One
evening they killed one of our men. They killed a
Jew."

He drained his glass, and turned round on the bar
stool so that he faced me.

"That night in the darkness I went up with one of
our foremen who handled the explosives we used for
blasting at our works, and together we mined every
yard of that hill. We worked until just before dawn
when we covered up all trace of our work. But we had
concealed a wire from the hillside to the shed which was
my office. Each evening I sat in my office by the
switch, waiting, waiting for the Arabs to come back."

His hands were stuck deep into the pockets of his
trousers, and he was breathing heavily.

" Each evening I waited. Then one night the Arabs
came back. They began firing at our men. But still I
waited. I waited until from the flashes I could see there
were many of them on the hill. Then I pressed the
switch. There was a great flash and a loud explosion.
The whole hillside crumbled into the valley. I walked
out. The explosion had been successful. No Arab
body was left whole. I would find the arm of a man
here and a leg there. I collected all the remains I could
find."

. He paused.    His eyes were glittering.    Then he
finished his story in a voice hoarse with triumph.